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CHAPTER 11

By the Hands of Beaulieu's Girl

HE sheep came on, crowding, bleat-
Inu, tos

viewpaint,

thrusting woolly Dbodles

® |vers were visible

gether, thelr trotting hoofs purring on |

the hinrd rondway
of shaggy boacks Alled
thoroughfure. Two

the

eollin

Monarda

dogs with

The unduiating press |

¢ jolling tungues =ourried here and there |
on the outskirts, mennoing stragelers |

with sharp burks, nipping at Vagrant
hocks. Now and then the dogs crossed
the fMeld of moving wool,
from back to back, Far behind, hardiy
more than shadows [n the
dust from the clay rowd,
with long staves. The men were shout-
ing commands to the eager dogs, who
yelped angrily at the lnggards or tru
ants among the sheep

“You take the big ch.nce this day -
you tiake the blg chance” complained
Beaulieu He seowled apprehenaively
when the clamor swelled; he peered
under his hand to the wost, searching
with squinting eyes among the seats
tered trees of the Yankes bordes

“Oh, the kood old Red Lang !s open
for me here all vight,” said Rol
ing cavelessly. "Theyre tlooking fov
me twenty miles novth of here. “Thi
gkood old Hed Lane eusily shified
vvernight.” He laughed ‘oudly and
looked nt the window in the far end
of Beaulleu's house,

“Butl when vou shift three thousand
sheep and drive ‘em across in dayiight
you shall find much trouble some of
these days” warned Vetal, “That Red
Lane ain't after
up.”

Rol did not Hin eyes
fixed on the curtainsd window, but the
curtain continued 1o guar¥it jealounly.

A man, duststreaked and
cAme running outside
the drove, leaping
boulders

What suy, boss?

Lot ‘em go.
as 1 told you
the last trip
Jeffrevs tell
in the dey
awhike.”

He HRMIN
talned window He turned from t
drover and walked past the window,
Alcking his rviding-whip at the hurry.
ing sheep, In his bravado exhibiting
the nirs of the commander. He shouted
orders,

“It is bad for you und bad for me
and now you gu make it much
worse,” compiined Vetul, at his heels
“Bhe hears—she secs
ek to hate
the border.”

“If xhe has got whilms that a good
Acadian girl shouldn’t have, in's
time Lo have an understanding. 1f she
doesn’t hate Yunkee sneaks the way
she ought to hate "em, we'll find out
what the reason declared Roi.
doggedly. "It Jooks to me, Velnl, ax
though you need help in handiing your
own daughter.”

He kicked vicloysiy ut
aheep who ventured into
yiurd of Beaulleu's Place. He cursed
the dogs who were slow in 1urning the
Manks of the drove.

“If she I ashaomed of me bechuse
I've made my good money on the Hed
Lane, as my fther and lots of other
good men did before me, [t's because
#he haus been getting Yankee idean
that an Acadian girl shouldnt have,
Vetal

weres men

boast.

tnade to be use mun-

reply WS

pAanting
of
the gutter

up on the

over

All right ahead?"

Nappy! Mvide ‘em

Same pastures aos on
When vou come
him 1'll meet him Inter

I'm going 1o hang up here

RCroRs

was staring at the cur-

e

Khe has come

us for what we do on

then
In'*

boewlldered

thie broad

*It's right to cheat a Yankee. [t's
a part of the gume on this border
They huve always cheated un'

But Vetal Beaulley did not seem to
nd consolation in Rol's opitfons.  He
plodded to and fro in (NS
somboer guze on the sheep

"th has coma home, and she s
ashFme of her poor father.' he mut-
tered. “T have work and save for her,
and she |s ashame. [ think (t s the
very bad time for poor Vetal Beaulieu
who have work so hard all his lite
for his girl”

The luggard flle-closers of the weary
shesp were xocufMing past. Behind
them came the men with the ng
staves, Lawling to their charges

the wvard

"Bring out half n doxen bottlek of
the white rum, Vetal" directed Rol

But the master of Heaulleu's VPince
gave a furtlve glance at the curtalned

"wlmlmv, growled, and kept on walk-

ing.

Rol hurried into the big room and |

game out with his hands
hotties

. “Open them later, boys the

ré bars are up behind the bleat-

" directed the chief. “Keep 'em

There's no customs sneak

of un on the Red Lane this

"

full of

whie

drovers grinned, divided
among themnelves, and

the
[ hur.

on,
o ly Velal, who haidl peerea
Bee his palm sach tme he turned

40 dhe west, threw up his arms and

ve & shrill ery.

springing |

haze of fine |

' you fellows

| He'd know how to open the Red Lane |

| woolly property

have 1 tall you-—what have |

f Lol you, Dave Rol? You have took
be chance. You have fooled with the
) You have gone against the
d thing this time.”

Where was no mistaking the ldentity

By HOLMAN DAY
A Romance of the Border

Author of “"King Spruce” “The Ram
rodders” “The Skipper and the
Skipped,” etc.
poxt. No other oM and | what
The of- |
tn prevent

boundary's iron The shecp could
herdod back woross the line
fleer was posted In 8 wa
thit, other,

“Five it | under
vou do something so thal we can get |mrh.~.
those shicep out and

not be furned Hisn own fury met

mponse {rom the

ready re
smuggler, Rol relort
und the two cursed each
their deeper emotlon
speceh and nasty

L "The sneak.” he bludtercd
I “There's one of him  He's
|h|mhllnu into this thing by accident.™
| He leaped down, tugking st his hip |
| pocket, and ran toward his men, who
had halted in the highway. e thrust |
hi=s revolver Into the hamis of one of

I |

only

ol savagels
hiding
humdred 1o Incoherent

vou., Condon,

of this scrape “You luve sent a drunken man (0 go

and do something,” shrilled Vetal
“That gounds different!™ The yYouth I “And a drunken man he has no braln,

turned up the broken botile and deank | 10 care of what he do,

ngain, “You o and make my place the

breast, for he could not et his lps | headquarier for this thing,  You make

on the jagged glass. He threw the | me either the llar or the man who get

| bottle at the jron past and reached | mix in, and he cannot help himself
for the yrevolver

I don't care what you do,'

the drovers.

“Duck around through the cdge of
and give him a | hint
Get behind him You can

| The lquor ran down over his |
the woods ead
o move
do it ensy."
« The mun pushed the weapon awny
“"m

shoot officer

w | You du that, and my Evangeline here
he ! to see, to howr it all!™
“According to what yvou've been tell

hired to

Me

drive sheep

Roi.*

not to “tio on with i

S

vour drove, boys,

» cut around behind ™

L\ ! .

% 5\

Ll

o ——
e

e ]

B
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“Five hundred if sou get those sheep out of the s&ape —and | don i care what vou do”

“You don't propose to let one min |

hold us up with

Rol strode inte the big ropm on the
of Heaulieu. There

the publicon’s seamed

g e your case cant be much worse

it In 1toi,
case of
You can't af.
Anid if Evan-

vour

thousind liere
What Kind of

three

heals
on

wius fright
face e
rudged abiout His truck, muttering s
fears, looking from the corners of his
Y i Rol, who came to the truck
nrd poured liguor for himself,

“Dirty e sneceed
wiching some of Vetal's words, “Welr,
you Jidn't think I was golng to do it
myself, did you, when there's 2 drunik-
en fool handy?"

“Your Tather would
n man for murder,™

“My fauther gperated on this border
when officers would handle o plece of
munaesy where

withhy her than

brutal

NOW suid

on the hoof, do vou? with = KIIOOP,

stotd Veotal

ford to throw me down
geline la guing to
fitel mine It's

*It's a
cowards

He
heaitl
other

Where's
after

“What's the matter with your doing
that kind of a job yourself, Mr. Rol?"
nguired the big fellow who had thrust
back the “I'm
but murdering
't in
sheep.”

“Well, 1

have

are you? togethoer,

shook his revolver above

and turned from one 1o the nt

rim
abuut time

businuss
to find

tun

WL Hery e Doyve? et e wut abog! 1t

Then t)
had ey
dread

work weh

um.” ey heard thut which

tetenitige for with cowardly
There was the sudden pop
men vulside velped at

ke angry dogs.

bt b

|

ul

g

each ot
"Louk &

that

Ml

woempon no coward, not have hire

#  custom-hise

e 1

an
w vl soe who gels the best of

ms don't own these

wnspedl Heaulieuw.
But

o Ll

Inugkler turncd

chising,

do his back

And 1
lone-lunded

o't propone
sneak  steal
who =uld anything about
Gl don't make the
right kind of men these dayn. Give
wool and
yon'd fit this drove
stumped about, cursing
your fuunit! You ought to have Leen
here before daylight, you lonfers. Ani
now that you're here you're no goud.”
He whirled and sh
under the nose of a Ky vouth

“If old Biaze Condon was here—If
vour father was alive, he wouldn't be
standing here shivering on one foot.

or sfoy out of the way
1f Yankee sriciks are
bound to get in the way in these days
thiey've got Lo lukf-_tim conecquencos.”

"Your

Hike

shook his  lLead,
nuther deink for himself

o i and
‘tm And

murder? they

Lthey belonged.

i pesd
Wit

Kinow mlwut
.

The twa in the Mg rvom stood and
lsorked other.  Sllonce hud
fullen without, They miulely vonfossed
by the they

don’t
he mutiered

sea Mou won't

futher was nol so

He would not
acroks hoer in the broad dag
Vetul

A= he hurried to and fro in the room
kept cocking his head
n his eyeh, In a few
feayr became the
whose

reckigns
hiave come
" stuttered

bleat, nnd
here,” He

them. “it's

. Yuu

into sach

g anees exchunged that
nelther dured (o step into the sunshine
mhl vanfiirm

Thirum) Hited

forest, and

feay

listening,
mummepta
that ugtiness of
mnan nerves are overstridned
He turnged on Rol, who was lurking
within doors.

what thes feared
the cdge of the
heard thn plaintive
Whummis of cattle In Beaulleu's barn

o

i

" volve
the revolver a they

Counxing the oben Then there
came the hurrying footsteps of & mun
“You hire a man to go off to mur- on the hard clay of the highwuy,
der, and you hide your head. Name o v
4 $ L s tenulle +
i vt i e ooy (G, Bavs, EIMIEK you beus. the vow | ﬂ.l ual I-I-ul»mlln. the door, slam.
L-LL I | mhiu e

If & dozen Yankee hounds were over | geq.*

there! "I run my bidsiness without taking
The vouth

ndvice from you, Deaullew." He
bortle poured another drink for himself, His
Klaxn, hand was shaking. He wax pale
opening. | “There Ian't any murder in this. |

“Make it worth while, didn't tell Condun to murder any one
suggested, insolentl) | What he does he does on hils own re

“A hundred If vou drive him!" :![mnalhilily."

“Good pay for driving sheep, but | *“Ba gar, you are
devilinh small |-ri‘n e for driving & cus- | sisted Vetal, angrily
toms man.'"

Rol

dropped the Lar
A moment lnler some one

ipon the plunks

Quiek?!, Open this
nevd heip'

rosig |1

knocked the neck of his
ngninst staff, broke
and drunk from the ragged

any
Ihis Upen thils door!

'm burt, 1
It wasn not the volee of one of It

e,

the

oi's
The two inslde starcd at epch
sther and did not st

“I'm bleeding. | need help. Quick!
uppeniod the voles without.

But they did not open the door,
their tiptoes they slonk bwek
the wall, so that they might nut be
The man on the hill: | silence was too much for his Gallle  seen through the windowsr. There was
ock stood Lke a statue, wuiting, The | nerves. He stormed at Rol. Anger the silente of the June moerning for a
leaders of the flock had passed hlm.]rrilo\‘od his stress of emotion some=  little while.

Mr, Rol* he

*

the coward,” -

“You lie to your
!nrlr becaune you are the coward"

line of his| The agony of that

uginst

looked down the waiting 1n the

o |

« Just turhed twenty.

| furmer gENoery

l«n

“"Ho, inside, therel
common decency ™
| The door shook
by n boot-hesl,

"I command you te open. In the
name of the United States, open this
door.”

Buddeniy Beaulieu saw his daughter.

under blows dealt

She had come into the Lig room nolse |

from the inner recesses of the
Over her night-gear

lemnly
house.

But the garment appearad (o belong
to her briillancy. Against the soft

| duskiness of her Acadiun pallor her|the thin ttmber for the head of the |
In lake. #le feit no effort In his running. |
' Low bushes whipped him in the face |
| and

cheeks glowed with vivid hues,
the liquld depths of her big black eyes

Haven't you got

was /|

wrapper of bright colors. Such & robe | houmse, Philip passed close (o Thorpe's |

might have seemed gaudy on another, ‘hnun to avold discovery, ran a hun- |

ok

"FLOWER OF THE NOR

i By JAMES OLIVER CURWOOD

CHAPTER XXII
EWE of the double (ragedy had
swept through the camp, and there
was & crowd In front of the supply-

dred yards up the trall over which
Jeanne had fled & short time before,
And then cut stridght across through

teft no wiing. He was not con-

strange fires sparkled. There was ap: | gojous that he was panting for breath

resolve domi-
Both of the

too, - But
excitement,

peal there,
nated her

when e came out in the black ahadow
of the mouninin, This night In |teelf
d been a creation for him, for out

i n

men who sneaked back in the Shadows | oe o oinr gnd pain it had lifted him into
by the wall felt the influence of that g new life, and nto n happiness that
resolve and blinked uneaslly when .h.{mmad to Al him with the strength

The father folt
most, He had tried to explain to
Dave Rol that morning. But his
hnlting tongue had nol found words
to deseribe an emoffon which had been
new to him. This grave, . beautiful
girl had faced him with her re
proaches the evening before. Hhe was
contered In o mental and spiritun]
polse that had left him abashed and
grieved—yet angered in n sullen, wecret
way. Bhe came stralght to her father,
pushing back the tumbling masses of
her dark hair,

“Why do you nol open th::t door,
father?

atared at them.

(CONSTISUED TOMORROW)

VELETTE

THE DAILY NO
Tlﬂ‘?—ER AZY QUILT

By Eleanar Simmons

|

ETTY'S Aunt Jpne wan nal w0 Very
much older than was Betty herself,
voars to be exact, and Heity had

Burtcn, a brave young army officer en
route home, stepped off at Glenn Center
to vislt a friend at whose home, quite
pecldentally. he met Betiy, snd when
wle invited Wilm over that evening for
the sole purpose of wiiting his name
on Aunt Jpne's cragy-quilt, the awift
mental vigion he had of Aunt Jane did
not do Justice to that most cngaging
yoeung lfudy

s like thin” leped Betty
dur boys went W wiar they left va-
ciancies that were hard to flll In this
sma'l town, so Aunt June, well, swhe Just
filled in' wherever she was needed
mont, nmd they Wept her busy. The

“When

it | ®nd the endurance of five men, Jeanne
loved him! The wonderful truth eried |

ftygelf out in his soul at every step he
took, and he murmured it aloud to
himself, over and over agaln, as he
ran,

The glow of the signalfire lighted |
up the sky above him, and climbed up, |

higher and higher, scrambling swiftly
from rock to rock, untll he saw the
tips of the Anmex llcking up Into the
sky. He had
and shortest side of the ridge, and
when he reached the top he lay upon

his face for & moment, his breath als |

. most gone,

But when Cuptain |

| to

postmaster didn’t have any one to drive |

the mall when his son, Billy, went, =0
Aunt June took the job until he found
a man; and then she helped out at the
for n while, and
minute she war through there they sent
word from the shoe store: ‘Would she
plense come over and help them out?
2, while the rest of us kept house and
wewed for the Hed Cross she went from
ane man's Job to another until she de-
clured she would just have o do some-
thing feminine. 8o to relieve her feel-
Ings she started a crazy-quilt. We call
it n erazy-qulill"” went on Hetty, but,
really, It # beautiful thing—so soft
and allky and cheery looking. All the
nelghbors brought in thelr odd silk and
velver pleces an soon as they found out
she was making one. Maybe you think
she might have used her spare time to
better ndvanptage. but no one who Knows
how hard she worked to help win the
war would begrudge her the only pleas.
ure she allowed herself through it all.
Tt will be wort ¢f a war relie, too, when
it in Anlshed, for in the center of each
sguare there will be o #obiller's name In
hin own handwriting. Won't It be in-
teresting?  When the boys come home
they’ll all have the honor of enrolling
Aunt June's guilt; bur she'll feel
proud 1o have & real captain's name on
It the frst thing, and you'll probably
be lustructed to write on the most con-
splcuous gquare of all. Xo, we'll expect
_u-wluhl.n “evening. don’t disappoint
cluded Betty, with ber prettiest
and Captain Burtin smilingly
ired her that he would be there at
the appointed hour,

At home, Betty's
prepuring supper, while
sut by the window
besutiful sliken sguare,
to linve vou bomie early, Jennle*
the elder womun.  “Hetter put  that
work up now, though ; this lght's get-
tlog dim. fen't that a plece of the
dress you had that winter you tsught
school up In Maine *Yeu,™

motner wan busily
her wister Jane

embroldering

guzed dreamily oul of the window,
that snall plece of milk bad sawakened
momorkes both plessant and painful, 1t
thind tnken her back o the little town

the |

L

! i his breast,
“Seems good | ywhere the roaring pine sent its pine
sald | pucles of flame leaping up

woftly  over and
repiied Jank as She folded her work mnd | nesn,

!
1

The fire was bullt against a huge !

dend pine, and the pine wis blaging a
hundred feet in the alr, He could feel
Its heat,
the barren cap of the rock frén edge
to edge, and he Jlooked about him for
Jeanne, For o moment he did not see

ner, and her name rose to his lps, to |

be stilled In the same breath by what
he saw beyond the burning pine,
Through the. blage of the heat and
Are he beheld Jennne, stunding close

0 the edge of the mountain, guzing |

Into the south and west. He called
her name, Jeanne turned towared him
with a startled cry, and Philip was st
her mide, Theé girl's face was white
and strained. Her lips were twisted in
pain at sight of him. Bhe spuke no
word, but a strange sound rose in her
throat, a welling-up of the sudden
despalr which the firelight revealed in
her eyes. For one moment they stood
apart, nnd Phillp tried to speak. And
then, suddenly, he reached out mnd
drew her quickly Into his arms-—so
quickly that there. wus no time for
her to escape, go closely that her
sweel face lny imprisoned upon his
breast, as he had held it once before,
under the pleture at Fort o' God, He
felt her straining to free”herself; he
saw the fear in her eves, and he tried
upeak coolmly, while his heart
throbbed with the passion of love
which he wished (o pour into her ears.

“Listen, Jeanne," he =aid. “Plerre
han sent me to” you. He has told me
everything—everything. my sweet-

heart. There Is nothing 10 keep frome to hold baok a sob.

me now. 1 know. 1 understand, And
I love you—love you— love you—my
own sweet Jeanne!™

She trembiled nt his words. He felt
her shuddering In his arms, and ner
eyes gased at him wonderingly, filled
with a strange and ineredulous look,
while her lips quivered and remalned
ap tless, He drew her nearer, untll
his face was against her own, and
the warmth of her lips, her eyes, and
her halr entered Inte him, and near
wtifled his heart with joy.

“He has told me everything, my
little Jeanne,” he sald again, in a
whisper that rose Just above the
eriackling of the pine. “Everything,
He told me because he knew that 1
loved you, and because—""

The words choked in his throat. At
this hesltation Jeanne drew her head
back, and, with her hands pressing
against his breast, looked into his face.
There were in her eyves the same
struggling emotions, but with them
now there came wlwo u sweet fultering,
i pitecus appeal to him, a falth that
rose sbove her terrors, and the tremble
of her lips was lke that of o orying
child, He drew her face back, aml
kinsed the quivering lips, and suddeniy
he felt the sirain aguinst him give
wny, und Jeanne's head sobbed upon
In that moment,

into the
night, & word of thanks, of prayer,

rose mutely to his lips, and he held |

and whispered
in his hape
“Jeanne—Jeanne—my sweet

Jeanne more clonely,
over aguln

« for | heurt Jewnne."

Jennne's sobs grow less and less,
and Phillp strengthened himself to tell

where, six yearn before, she hind (aught | her the terrible news of Plerrg, no

the village sehool, and incldentall

od w lemson w0 well herseIf thut she h

never een able to fo

gladly would have d
Muny changes had

Lol ]

wurred wince then. | Jeanne's wet face belween

y learn- | knew that in the selfishhess pf his own
ad | joy he had already wasted
rEet, nlthough she | minutes, an

precious
he woun
his two

very gently

,The old home had been broken up, and  bands and turned it a litle toward his

shie had aome to thiv distant town to live  own.

with her sister; but through it gl she
hud remembered,

Lingee n
voung principal and listened 1o his parn-
ent words of love It wus the prover-
u] lovers' quarrel thnt hiad come be-
tween them

Betly's entrunce ints the proom
en end to these reminizcent
b, Aunt Jane,” she began  breath-
lensly : "I met an army captain this
afternoon — the  most  splendid-looking
fellow—and he's coming over tonlght to
write hin name on your gqulie,"

That evening prom
taln Burton rang the bell and Hetly few
o mreet him.  Ushering hlin lto the
coxy ltte partor, she hnd just Anlshed
presentin himi o her Mlher
| mother when Jane.cane in from the
Kitehen, “And thix is—" began Betty,
when to her complete wurprise t‘amnfn
Burton darted across the room  amd
selwed both hande of her aunt, who wam
 blushing furluusly.

“Jennle ! he exclaimed,
ard,” sald she, ralher weakly ; then re-
 covering herselfl sl turned to her ns-
| tonis nlece apd raid:. “Helty, your
captain and [ wre old friends. 1 met
ihim slx years ago up in Maine,”
| “And to think,” sald Betty to her-
|melf Just before the wedding am she
Pt something delightfully soft and
sllky and mgorgcous lovking, with hers
and there a scrawling signature on s
height beauty., “If It hadn't  been
ihis dear old crasy gulit Aunt Jane
might never have sevq her lover again !

1t
thoughte,

The next complete u-ul-tll-—-—l'hul"l'-
Triumph,

I her heart plotured the il |

]

|
tnh at eight, Cap- |

and |

" v 1
and “How:|

“Plerre haw  told me ewﬂ hing,
Jeanne,” he répented. “"Everything-
from the day he found you many
years ago to the duy your father re
turned to torture you." He spoke
calmly, even as he felt her shiver in
paln agalnst him, “Tonlght there was
a lttle trouble down in the camp,
dear. Plerre is wounded, and wanis
you to come to him, Thorpe—Iis—

For an instant Philip was frightenva

MY LITTLE LADY
My little lady |I= an sweet
As violets In spring.
Bhe Is as lght upon her
Az birds upun the wing.
N\

foet

My little Iady loves moe well
And she s all my own;

Yet when the yeurs their stories tell
SBhe'll ‘eave me all alone.

My little lady brings to me
A message from the skies.
Her glance is pure us love cun be.
She has her ‘mother's eyes
GRIF ALEXANDER.

come up the steepest |

The monster toreh jllumined |

| coming—ocoming—coming——*

looking

{at what happened. Jeanne's hreath
| There wseemed to be not
}quiver of life in her body, and sho Ia
{In his arms ws If dead. And then
suddenly, there came from her a ter
rible ery, and she wrenched hersel
free. mnd stood a step from him, her
face un white as death.
"He—{s—dead —"

“Yes, he in dend,”
“And Plerre—Plerre killed him?™

Fhilip held out his arme, but Jeanne
| did not seem to see them, Bhe saw the
answer in his face.

“And—Pilorre—ls—hurt— sshe went
on, never taking her wide. luminous
eyes from his face.

Before he answered Philip took her
trembling hands in his own, as though
bw would lghten the blow by the
warmth and touch of his great love,

“Yen, he in hurt, Jeanne,” he said
“We must hurry, for T am afrald there
In no time to lose."

“He ln—dylng?"

“I fear so, Jeanne." |

He turned before the look that came |
into her face, and led her about the !
eirele of fire to the side of the moun- |
tain that sloped down Into the plain. |
| Buddenly Jeanne stopped for wn ins
stant. Her fingers tightened about
hig. Her face was turned back Into
| the endiess desolation of night and
forest that lay to the south and west.
Far out—a mile—two miles—an an-
| owering fire was breaking the binck
curtain that hid all things bevond |
them, Jeanne lifted her face to him‘i

Girlef and love, paln and Joy, shone in
her eyen,

1
"They are there!” she =ald, chok.
ingly. "It = Sachigo, and they are |
Onece agiin before they began lhr:
descent of the mountain Phlllp drew |
her close in hia nrme, and Kissed her. |
And this time there was the nwvm|
surrender to him of all things in tlwl
tenderness of Jeanne's lips.  Silent |
in thelr grief, and yet communing In
sympauthy and love in the firm clasp of |
their hands, they came down liwl
mountsin, through the thin spruce
forest, and to the lighted cabin where |
Pierre Iny dying. MacDougall was in
the room when they entered, and rose
softly, tiptoeing Into the little office.
Philip led Jeanne to Plerre's side, and
as e bent over him, and spoke softly,
the half-breed” opened his eves. He
saw  Jeanne, Into his fading eves |
there came & wonderful light, His lips
moved, and his hands strove to 1ift
themselves nbove the erampled
blanket. Joanne dropped upon ner
knees heside him, and ax she clasped
; his ehllled hands to her breast a glorl-
| ous understanding lighted up her face;
and then she took Plerre's face lwe
| tween her hands, and bowed her own
close down to It, so that the two were
hidden under the beauteous halo of
her hair. Philip gripped at his throag
A terrible stilld
ness came into the room, and he dired
not move. It seemed a long time be-
fore Jeanne lifted hor heund, slowly,
tenderly, as If fearing to awaken a
sleeping child, She turned to him,
and he read the truth in her foce be-
fore she had spoken, Her volee was
low and culm. filled with the sweet-
ness and tenderness and strength that
come only to a woman in the final
moment of A greal sorrow.
“Leave us, Philip,” she said. “Plerre
s dead.”

j—

CHAPTER XXIIL

R a moment Philip bowed his

head, and then he turned and went
nolselessly from the room, without
speaking. As he closed the door softly
behind him he looked back, and from
her-attitude beside Plerre he knew that
Jeanne was whispering a praver, A
vision flashed before him, so quick that
it had come like w ray of lght—a
vislon of another hour, years und
yearn ago, when Pierre had kneit be-
slde her, and when he had |ifted up his
wild, half-thought prayer out in the
death-chill of the snowy burrens. And
this was hin reward, to have Jeanne

’num loved her so falthfully took
It

*hilip could not see when he t
his face to the light of the office.
the first time the grief whish he
choked back oescaped In o K
break in his voles, and he wiped
eyes with his pocket-handkerchief,
knew that MacDougall was lookl
upon his weakness, but he did not &
first weo that there was another .
son In the room the en
This second person rose to meet
while MacDougall remained in his
and as he came out Into the ele
light of the room Phillp could se
beleve hin eves, -4

1t was Gregson!
* “I am sorry that I came in just
this time, Phil" he greeted, in &
voloee,

Philip stared, still ineredulous,
hitd never seen Gregeon as he look
now. The artist advanosd no farthers

He did not hold out his hand. h

]

| was none of the joy of meeting In

face. His eyes shifted to the do
fed Into the death-chamber, and
were fllled with the gloom of &
demned man. With & low word P
held out his hand to meet his old oo
rade's, €regson drew
“No—not now,” he sald.
untll you have heard me'

SBomething In his cold, passion .
voles stopped Philip, He saw Gregsom
glance toward MacDougall, and un
wtood what he meant. Golng to
engineer, hie placed a hand on
shoulder, and spoke mo Lhat only
could heat,

“She 8 In there, Mac—with P
Ehe wanted to be alone with him
u few minutes. Wil you wait for hes
—putside—~at the door, and take her
over to Cassldy's wife? Tell her thats
I will come to her in as=little while®

He followed MacDougall to the do
speaking to him In & low volce,
then turned to Gregson. The
had seated himself at ons side of th
small office table, and Philip sat
opposite him, holding out his hand
him again.

“What is the matter, Greggy™

“This Is not a time for long exp
tlons,” sald the artist, still holdh
back his hand, “They can comse lal )
Phil.  But tonight—now-—you m
understand why I cannot shake
with you. We have been friends for &
good many vears, In a few minutes
we will be enemies—or you will he &
mine. One thing, before T go on, L
must ask of you, | demand it. What=#
ever passes between us during 2
next ten minutes, suy no word = -
Elleen Prokaw. T will say what
might say—that for a time her e
wandered nnd was almost lost. But |
it hias come back to her, strong 2
pure, | love her, Some strange fats
has ordained that she should love me,
warthiess as 1 wm. She is to be my,

wife,

l&i]h:'s hand was still across tho1
table, 4

“Greggy—Groggy—God bhless you!'™ |
he cried, softly. *I know what it is to
love, and to be loved. Why should T
be your enemy because Killeen Bros
kaw's heart has turned to gold and |
she has given It to you? Creggy,

ahake!"

“Wait.,” snid Gregson, huskily. “Ph
you are breaking my heart. -Listen.
You got my note? But 1 d4id ne
desert you so abominably., I made
discovery that last night of yours !
Churchill. T went to Efleen Brokaw, "
and tomorrow—some time—Iif you @

I will tell you of &ll that happen
First you must know this, 1
found the ‘power’ thal is fghting
down below, 1 have found the
who l2 behind the plot to ruln
company, the man who ls respo o
for Thorpe's crimes, the man who i
responsible—for—that—in—there.”

e leaned across the teble
pointed to the closed door.

“And that man—"

For & moment he seemed to choka "

“Is Brokaw, the father of my af
anced wife!™

“Good God!" cried Phillp,
are you mad?™

“Walt

he
&

nd
e
int

.

:m{ ;

“(iregson

(kneel beside him as the soul which

(CONTINUED TOMORROW)

| DREAMLAND

A complete new gdueniure gach weels,

TS Ht{!y. Batky 8am, Rilly
Goat and Johvny Bull go te (he reacue
uvf Lowesome Hear whe' in trapped by
the Flying Uare.)

CHAPTER 1V

Pegey's Wits Find a Way
“Nu\\‘, we'll show you how 1o smash

that trap,” brayed Balky Sam,
| Ballopiug up to the entrance of the
cave where Lonesome Beur wan lin-
prisoned.  Whirling around, Bam sent
hile powerful heels banging against the
stakes that harred the entrunce. Slam,
bang, #lam went his heels, and Balky

Sam lurned tu see the effect. Bul Lhe
slakes stood as solldly as ever

“Hee-haw! Now I'm going o Jo
somé real kicking,'" brayed Balky Sam,
and his hecls beut fast and furiously at
1!1:- barcier. But the barrier neyver
"hud'\-d, .

Bulky Sam sut down and scritched
one ear with hix hoof while he studied
the wituation

*This In different
trape,” he declared
Ameriean trap.”

"Of course,” replied Peggy.
Ogre 5 an Ameriean nnturniist.”

That explains it brayed Balky
Sam.  “I'm a terruor on Hun traps, but
an American trap-—(hat's different.”

“Bag-an! Wuteh me butt it 1o
plecesn.” bleated Billy CGoat, launching
himself headforemost nt fhe stakes, But

from the terman
“This mulit be an

“The

he got his horns tnngled up in them w0
that Billy Belgium and Peggy had &
lively tine untangng him

“Woul! 1'Il bite them in two,”
growlal Johnny Bull, tearing st the

stukes with his tecth. But the wood

Comyrishit. 1910, by the Public Todger Cb,

SOMEBODY'’S “STENOG"—Oficer, Raid That Club!

THERE ‘Ou ARE! AlOT A GIRL IN SIGHT ' ||| .
ITS LIKE A TOMB! WHAT AM I m‘ﬂﬂﬁ
SALARIES FOR ? ANOONE ANSWERS, YLL

ANSWER MiSELF! AOTHING!
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Come on 'LEVEN!
COME ON ‘Tov
LITTLE SOUTHERN
CHOCOLATE JoYv
BABY !

] By HAYWARD
Coax THEM |

Dice .THBoss
Cog‘xu :e»

OH Borri

he didn't budge them, and in l.dllllk:l"li
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He was .dnnrin; gaily  arof
through the smoke

Was  hard and
eouldn’t dent it
“Well, 1 guess you'll hiave Lo slay In
| there and be wiuffed by that Og
| brayed Balky Sam.

| "1 don't want to be stuffed—uyni
|do the stufing wyself ! walled Lot
some Hear,

"It will pot be »o bad,"” brayed
Bam In an attemipt to comfort
“I've seen lots of stuffed bears &
museums und some of them looked rel
nlee wnd nutural ™ .

“Lonesume Bear In not going to
Wtuffed,” wpoke up Peggy Indi ¥
“"We are going to get him out of ¢
Have you any matches, Biliy 1"
| “Lots of them,"” answered BHly,

i “We will just muke a fire under
wlaken and burn  them away,"™
Feguy. {

“Wise Princess Peggy ! 1 knew
think of o way,” brayed Balky

Blily guthered up bitn of dried
und soon had a fire bissiog merrily
der the sinkes. Bul quickly an wi
seen dunger arose.  Lonesome Bear
 wan to cough, to splutter, and lo
{for breath. The smoke from the
was powring into the cave and smo
ing him.

ToRave him! e in choking to @

| brayed Balky Bam, “Save lijmi™
Blly Gout und Johnny Bull,  Billy
glum hegan to throw sarth on the
but that only nisde the Imudru all
hewvier, Peggy was the only o
think of e right thing o do,
unatched the mmsk  from
Hum's neck, put it on the end of u sl
wnd poked it through the stonkes )
the cave. oY

“Put on the gas mask" she
“Fhen the smoke can't huri you''

Lonesome Bear Wis ngarly smg
but he obeywd. and In & min
over his gasplng and splutt:
another minute he wun dune
around through the umoke while
Bte awiy the bars

enly Johnny Bull
L]

ot
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Johnny Bull's
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